18        THE INVISIBLE INFLUENCE

followed the woman, at a distance, into this street of the invisible
underworld where Devils reign in all their glory. The young
wife went to one house, knocked at the door and asked, "Can you
tell me where the chief of you all lives. Sir?" The Black Magician
pointed to a house a little lower down the street, across the road,
and replied: "Yonder lives the Master of the most powerful of
Black Magicians. He can do with absolute ease what even we
find difficult to accomplish; so, if it is anything of supreme
importance, go to him and maybe he will pay attention to your
desires. Begone!"

Having reached the house of the leader of this Order of the
Left Hand Path, the woman asked if the great man were in.
Eventually she was shown into a room which was dimly lit, hot
and stuffy, despite the fact that all the windows were wide open,
so hot was the day. With steps that were slow but resolute
entered this puissant one of the evil world, an uncanny look in his
eyes, that seemed as if they could pierce the very walls; observing
the woman he said: "Woman, I take it that thou hast come to
entreat me to take the life of thy younger brother-in-law, he to
whom all thy wealth and power should go when thy husband dies
on the morrow?" The wife, much astonished, murmured, "But
Master, how knowest thou that this is my errand, and how art thou
aware that my husband lies sick of a fever ?" The Black Magician
looked at her with a steady and disquieting gaze, until she would
have given her all to escape out of his presence, but she was for
the moment as one paralysed. The sage then demanded in ringing
tones, "Woman, have I not spoken correctly?" To which she
replied, "Indeed, as though thou hast knowledge of all that was
within my mind." The Great Master of the Underworld then
said, "Truly hast thou spoken 1 This mind is to me an open book;

at any hour or moment that I please can I read its contents; whether
thou be here or far distant, for distance matters not; to me there
is no time, no space. I travel through space a thousand miles, in
the twinkling of an eye; I take no account of the ignorant, clumsy
ways of those who know naught of the mysteries of the invisible
world above, or of that below to which I belong." The Black
Magician then entreated her to cross his palm with three hundred
rupees (twenty pounds sterling), that he might feel the impulse
to go and work the magic of magic. Again he spoke to her,
"Thou still desirest in thine heart that I commit the supreme act,
the Act of Death?" The young woman, this time almost hesi-
tatingly said, "I do. Sir." "Then I will evoke the Angel of Death
this coming night, woman," said the Magician, "and the morrow